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To know him craven, dog, not man, revealed A panting drudge of lust, who held me here Caged  vessel.    Nay,  come close.     I loved
him dear,
Too dear, I know ; but never till he came Had known the leap of joy, the fire of flame Upon the heart he gave me, Paris the bright, Whose memory was music and his sight Fragrance, whose nearness made my footfall
dance, Whose  touch  was  fever,  and  his  burning
glance Faintness and blindness ; in whose light my
life
Centred ; who was the sun, and I, false wife, The  foolish flower  that  turns whereso  he
wheels
Over the broad earth's canopy, and steals Colour from his strong beam, but at the last Whenas the night comes and the day is past Droops, burnt at the heart.    So loved I him,
and so Waxed bold to dare the deed that brought
this woe." And there she changed, and bitter was her
cry:
" Ah, lord, far better had it been to die Ere I had cast this pain on thee, and shame On me, and wrought such outrage on our
name. Natheless I live------"